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Bad Dog! 


Author's Notes: 
Apparently | never let Izzy get laid. So I've given in and letting him have some fun! 


Slash had been naughty. Very naughty. White splinters covered the carpet like the remnants of a coke party 
gone wrong, while steel strings coiled in a corner. The shattered neck dangled limply from his hand, still swaying 
back and forth. He stared down at the wrecked guitar, heart racing at a hundred miles an hour as the door 
slowly opened and a smiling Izzy walked in. 


"Hey sweetie." His face fell as he caught Slash's wide-eyed look of shock. 


His dark eyes moved from Slash's to the floor and back again. Izzy's face changed, eyes narrowing and 


darkening as his lips disappeared into a line. 
Glaring, Izzy hissed, "What the fuck - ?" 


Slash swallowed hard and dropped the neck before rubbing his sweaty palms down his already slick leathers. 


"|. Well. |. You see." Slash had never been able to hold up under pressure. Especially Izzy exerted pressure. 
Izzy's eyes narrowed further and he took a step towards Slash. 

"What happened Slash?" His voice was quiet and gritty. 

Slash stared at him, eyes wide and terrified as sweat began to pour down his face. 

"|. It. We." Slash struggled to speak under the weight of Izzy's spotlight-like glare. 


"My guitar, Slash? What happened to it?" Izzy's hand locked around his throat, fingers digging into the supple, 
tanned flesh. 


Unable to take it anymore, Slash let out a strangled cry as the words raced out, "Oh my God! I'm so sorry! l'm 
so fuckin’ sorry! | lost my temper and it was there and | smashed it against the wall. And I'm sorry, | didn't 


mean it. | promise I'll get you a better one." 


The fingers loosened from his windpipe and Slash cracked an eye open Izzy chuckled, a tiny sneer curving one 


corner of his mouth as a devious twinkle flashed through his eyes. 
"Oh, you'll replace it all right, Slash. And you're gonna start right now." 
"Izz," he pleaded. "Please. | can't. | don't have the money.” 


The sneer on the pale face widened and Izzy stepped up to him. Warm breath, tainted with cigarettes and 
alcohol, brushed Slash's face, making him inadvertently shudder. 


‘Oh, you'll start right now, Slash." Izzy carried on grinning, his nose pressed against Slash's. "Take your clothes 


off" 
"What?!" 
"You heard me," Izzy chuckled. "Clothes. Off. Now!" 


Not wanting to anger the already pissed off Izzy any further, Slash quickly stripped off, fingers stumbling over 
the sweat tightened strings of his leathers. Blushing, he looked up at Izzy, his hands shyly hiding his manhood. 


"Why so embarrassed, Slash?" he asked. "I've seen you naked more times than I've seen you clothed." Slash felt 


the blood rush to his face, turning it even more scarlet than before. "Now get on your knees." 


Instantly, Slash fell to his knees, blood running cold. Izzy could be a little shit at times. He was an expert at 
winding people up before disappearing and watching the fall out from a safe distance. He watched as Izzy 


scratched around in the closest, talking over his shoulder as he did. 


"If you're going to act like an animal, Slash, then you'll be treated like one." Izzy turned back to him, a smirk on 


his face and a collar 
and leash dangling from his hands. "And | shall call you Spot." 


It took Slash a split second to get to his feet and bolt for the door. But a well placed foot from Izzy sent him 
sprawling to the carpet, skimming his knees against the rough fabric as he did. Growling, he rolled onto his back 
and glared up at Izzy. If the skinny fucker wanted to play hardball, then that's what he'd get. Sitting back on 
his haunches, Slash smiled up at Izzy, letting his tongue loll out as he did. The pale guitarist returned his smile, 
the twinkle still glittering in his coal black eyes as he knelt in front of Slash. He held the collar between 


outstretched hands, leaning forward to lock it around Slash's throat. 


"And if you're good." His fingers fumbled with the clasp, head against Slash's as he adjusted the strip of 


leather. "I'll give you a - 
FUCK!" 


Slash had sunk his teeth deep into the soft flesh of Izzy's throat, causing the slender man to jump back. Sitting 
on the floor, Izzy glared at him as he rubbed the slightly bleeding wound. 


"BAD DOG!" 


There was a crack and Slash's face started to sting as Izzy clipped his ear. Barring his teeth, he let out a low 
growl, lunging forward before Izzy's hand connected with his nose. Still glaring, Izzy snapped the leash onto the 


collar. 
"If you're going to misbehave, Spo7, then I'll have to train you to behave." 


With his hand still clamped to his throat, Izzy stood, snapping on the leash and giving a sharp tug as he did. 
Skidding forward, Slash found himself once again face to face with the carpet. 


"Will you just quit - YOU FUCKER!" Slash bawled as something flicked against his naked flanks. "Where the fuck 


did that come from?!" 


Izzy scowled down at him, a slender switch hanging limply from one hand as the other tightened the leash 


around his fingers. 
"Well behaved dogs." Flick! "Don't make." Flick! "Noise!" Crack! 


Slash bit his tongue, trying not to cry out as the rod bit into his flesh again and again. He'd already pissed off 


Izzy enough and to do any more damage would just be suicidal. So he patiently stood on his hands and knees, 


head bowed as he waited for Izzy. 
"Now," came the softly spoken voice, "where shall we begin?" 


There was a pause that was only broken by the sound of the switch flicking against Izzy's boot. Slash dared 
not look at him, eyes intently studying the dirty carpet. The switch was suddenly pressed to Slash's cheek, 


motioning him to look up. 
Izzy stood over him, hand a hip as he stared at Slash, face grim. "Can you sit, Spot?" 


Slash dropped to his haunches, sitting back on his feet as he stared up at Izzy, panting a little. It may be a 
humiliating experience, but if it prevented Izzy from kicking him out of bed for destroying his guitar, then it 
would be worth it. 


A smile cracked Izzy's poker face and he bent down to ruffle Slash's hair a little. Slash bit his tongue and 
resisted the urge to bite off a couple of Izzy's fingers, instead sitting still and let it all happen 


"Good dog," he praised. "Now, what other tricks do you know?" 


Slash cocked his head to one side, eyes wide as he played along, waiting for Izzy to give his next command. The 
smile faded from Izzy's face and the switch went back to flicking against his boot. Flick - flick - flick. A lump 
formed in Slash's throat and he struggled to swallow around it, wondering what the guitarists twisted mind 


held for him. 
"Lie down" 


Slash did as he was told, stretching his body along the ground, hands tucked under his chin as he watched Izzy. 


The sinister smile was still on Izzy's face as he again bent to pet Slash. 
"Roll over." 


Letting out a litle sigh, Slash rolled onto his back. He shivered a little, feeling oddly exposed and naked. He 
moved to drape one leg over the other and hide his modesty but it was quickly flicked away with a crack of 
the switch. Frowning, he arched his back and glared at the skinny guitarist, not daring to speak, mentally trying 
to give him a piece of his mind. Izzy just grinned and yanked on the leash. Choking, Slash struggled to his knees. 


"Now." Izzy's grin widened. "I think we should show everyone else your new tricks." 


He turned and began to walk towards the door, the leash trailing from his hand. Slash dug his heels deep into 
the carpet, watching as the leash began to unravel, pulling tight. It snapped taunt and Slash felt himself being 
dragged across the rough carpet as Izzy pulled the door open and walked out. He never looked back, never 

wondered why Slash wasn't willingly following. Just kept on walking. The carpet ripped at Slash's knees, making 


the earlier wounds even more sore. Gritting his teeth, he resigned himself to his role as Izzy's new pet and got 


onto his hands and knees, reluctantly trotting after him. 

Humiliation stained Slash's body as he was dragged into the lounge. The rest of the band, along with various 
girls and hangers on, were sprawled on the ageing furniture, chatting, drinking and filling their bodies with 
various drugs. But as they entered the room everything stopped and a deathly hush filled the room. Duff's 
bottle stopped halfway to his mouth while Axl hurriedly caught the cigarette that was falling from his mouth. 


"What the -" Axl's expression was exactly the same as when Izzy had seen his prized guitar shattered across 


the floor. 

The leash tugged tight and Slash obediently sat at Izzy's heel, his face and body flushed with shame. 

‘I've got a new pet," Izzy proclaimed, the shit eating grin returning to his face. 

"We can see that," Axl replied, cigarette clamped safely between his fingers. "But fuckin’ why?" 

Izzy was in his element as he reached down and petted Slash's head, the demonic grin still lighting up his face. 
"He broke my guitar so he needs to be taught a lesson" 

The shocked silence thickened as Izzy's words sank in. Slash had committed the most heinous crime in music. 
Worse than Spandex, worse than poodle hair and much worse than falling off the stage in front of that hot 


girl. Breaking someone's instrument was pretty much like ripping out their vocal chords. 


"His name is Spot and I've been teaching him tricks." There was an element of wicked glee in Izzy's voice. He 


gave a sharp tug on the leash, nearly breaking Slash's neck. "Sit" 

Slash did as he was told, hiding his eyes as he dropped to his haunches. 

"Lie down" 

He closed his eyes, cheeks red hot as he noticed the smirks on his band-mates faces. Izzy was the king of 
scheming and humiliation Slash knew that he'd never do what he'd done again. He knew that if Izzy so much as 
caught him looking at his stuff then the collar and leash would be out faster than he could say "Sit". 

"Roll over," came the stern command. 

Slash hesitated, wondering if he could get out of it. He instantly regretted pausing as the switch flicked against 
his buttocks. With a pained whine, he rolled onto his back, nearly crying tears of frustration as he heard his 


band-mates snigger. 


"Good dog." Izzy's hand scratched the top of his head and Slash cracked an eye open, glaring at the slender 


man. 


Izzy just sneered back at him, blowing him a condescending little kiss as he did. The leash was yanked again and 
Slash coughed as he sat up. 


Izzy carried on grinning down at him as he issued the next order, "Spot, fetch Duff." 


Cocking his head, Slash just stared up at him, not quite sure of this new command. Had Izzy, his boyfriend and 
lover, actually told him to go and get the lanky bassist? 


The switch once again flicked against his naked flesh as Izzy growled, "Fetch Duff" 

Getting onto all fours, Slash crawled across the floor and sat at Duffs feet. Closing his eyes, he let out a 
pathetic "woof". Laughter peeled through the room and, once again, Slash felt his body flush with humiliation. 
He hoped that, in Izzy's eyes, this would redeem him. But he knew that, in the eyes of his band-mates, he'd 
never again have any kind of street cred. From this moment forward, he'd forever be known as Izzy's dog. A 
hand ruffled his hair and Slash opened his eyes, glaring as Duff grinned down at him. 

"What's up Spof" he giggled. 

Slash sat back on his heels and let out another quiet bark before moving his head in the direction of Izzy. 


‘Izzy wants me?" Duff asked, still grinning as he placed his bottle on the floor. 


Gritting his teeth, Slash played on, his barks getting quieter and more pathetic. Duff grinned and stood, taking 
the leash from Izzy as he did. 


"Okay hound, lead on" There was more snorting laughter from the room. 


Dropping his head, Slash shuffled forward, leading Duff after the quickly disappearing Izzy. 


Like A Dog 


The bedroom door clicked shut and Slash obediently sat at Izzy's feet. He stared up at him, hoping for some 
kind of recognition that this whole nightmare was over. Instead, Izzy just took the leash from Duff and pointed 
to the floor at the foot of the bed. Their bed 


"Lie down." 
Slash just glared up at him, not moving, his fingernails digging into the sticky carpet. 


"Go lie down, Spot," Izzy's voice had become stern and the switch flicked back and forth in front of Slash's 


eyes. Izzy's voice lowered to a hissed whisper, "Or I'll beat you like a dog.” 


Letting out a little snarl, he pulled away from Izzy, stretching himself on the floor. With his head resting on his 
hands, Slash pouted up at them. If Izzy was going to do what he thought he was going to do, then Slash was 
damn well going to sulk about it. He watched with a drying mouth as Izzy stepped up to Duff, hands trailing 
through the bleached hair as he pressed their bodies together, lips sealing in a kiss. He let out a low growl as 
Izzy pushed Duff down onto the bed, straddling him as he stripped his shirt from his pale body. He couldn't 
believe Izzy was doing this to him. Fucking someone else while he watched. But he was supposed to be a dog, 
right? And dogs protected their masters, right? 


Kneeling up, Slash let out a low growl and swiped at Duff's foot, string-hardened nails catching the tender skin. 
Duff let out a howl, his leg involuntarily twitching. Izzy swung round, a pissed off look on his face as he landed 


a smack against Slash's nose. 
"Bad dog!" he scolded. "Lie down!" 


Still wincing from the slap, Slash slid back to the floor, head leaning against the old bed frame as he listened to 
his lover and their friend. Quiet whispers and murmurs filled the room, Duff's hushed tones begging Izzy To 
fuck him. Rage tightened Slash's body. He couldn't believe Izzy was actually doing this to him. Couldn't believe 
he was fucking someone else just to teach him a lesson. Hell, if Izzy had wanted to top all he'd had to do was 


fucking ask! 


Resting his head on the edge of the mattress, Slash watched as Izzy peeled the tight jeans from the their 
fucking bassist's body. With the jeans gone, Izzy set to work, hands crawling over the taunt body beneath him. 
Slash could only dig his teeth into the mattress as he watched the two men play, hands and tongues exploring 
soft skin Izzy's body followed his hands as he slid along Duff, positioning his cock at the blonde's mouth. Duff, 
ever the slut, grinned and swallowed Izzy's cock, hands sliding between the brunette's legs and fondling his balls. 
Slash's jaw tightened and he let out a low growl that neither of the other men heardHe couldn't bear it. 
Couldn't bear watching Duff suck off his boyfriend. As Izzy let out a groan of passion, Slash flipped. Growling, 
he jumped onto the bed, hands dragging Izzy from Duff. 


"No, NO, NO!" he howled. "| can't watch this." 


A hand connected with his chest, sending him sprawling back to the floor. Gasping for breath, Slash stared up 
at Izzy. The skinny guitarist glared at him before sliding from the bed and striding to the closet. 


"If you're going to act like a fuckin’ animal." Izzy began to ransack the closet, bits and pieces of stored rubbish 


flying out. "Ill fuckin’ treat you like one." 


The angry guitarist turned, a long length of rope hanging from his hands. With wide eyes, Slash backed into a 


corner, watching helplessly as Izzy advanced on him, cock still hard against his stomach. 


‘| will teach you." Step. "That you do not" Step. "Fuck with me or my stuff." Izzy grinned as he stopped in front 
of Slash. 


"Paws out in front of you, Spot" 


Heart pounding in his chest, Slash resignedly held his hands out, gritting his teeth as the rough hewn rope was 
wrapped around his wrists. Grabbing a discarded scarf from the floor, Izzy roughly stuffed the thin material 
into Slash's mouth, hissing as he knotted it beneath the wave of curls. Slash choked around the gag, the need 
to throw up rising. He never thought that Izzy had quite such a kinkier side. 


With a snarling grin, Izzy pulled him to his feet, dragging him to the bed as he did. "Come on Spot. Bedtime." 


His legs slammed into the bed-frame and Slash found himself sprawling onto the bed, a surprised Duff yelping 
as he rolled out of the way. With his nose buried in a stinking pillow and his arms being stretched high over 
his head, Slash quietly growled. The movement pulled him up, forcing him onto his knees. Through swimming 
vision, he could see Izzy cackling to himself as he tied the rope to a light fitting on the wall. 


"Waff fe fum?!" Slash demanded around the makeshift muzzle, face screwing up. 


He wanted out. He didn't want any of Izzy's kinky games. Izzy could go back and fuck Duff if he wanted. But 
Slash didn't want any of this. He struggled against the rope, trying to free himself but to no avail. His eyes 
caught Izzy's, the smaller man standing to the side of the bed, laughing at Slash's feeble attempts to free 
himself. Izzy just ruffled his hair and waved Duff away. 


"Your job's done, Duff" Izzy's face creased into a smile. "Thanks." 


With wide eyes, Slash watched as Duff dressed, flicking a hand to Izzy as he let the door close behind him. The 
one person who could save him had just left without so much as a word to him. Swinging his head round, he 
stared at Izzy with wild eyes. Izzy's smile changed back to the mischievous grin as he climbed onto the bed. A 
muffled yelp left Slash's mouth as a hand was slid between his legs. Cackling laughter filled the room as the 
hand wrapped around his cock and began to rub. Slash's body went limp as his cock hardened and his head fell 
against the dirty wall. The hand carried on stroking, fingers squeezing and the thumb sweeping over the head. 


Slash shuddered and groaned, the gag beginning to become heavy with saliva as he panted. 


His relaxed body suddenly stiffened as more fingers went to work, a thumb sliding into his ass. It fucking hurt, 
shots of pain spreading out from his back and through his body. Looking over his shoulder, Slash widened his 
eyes, silently pleading with Izzy to stop. Izzy just grinned and shook his head, bending to kiss Slash's tanned skin 
Slash shivered at the gentle touch and tried to relax again. The pain began to fade as Izzy moved his fingers in 
and out, another slickly lubed finger joining the other. They moved in and out, Slash letting his body rock with 


the movement. His head bounced off the wall with every sway before he pushed back again 
"Enjoying this, huh?" Izzy cackled. 


Slash weakly nodded, the pain disappearing as he fell into a relaxed rocking. Damn body had betrayed him and 
found himself beginning to enjoy the dominating Izzy. With a slick pop, the fingers left his ass, Slash groaning 
around his gag. His body tingled as he anticipated what was going to come next. The bedsprings creaked as 
behind him, Izzy prepared himself, panting quietly to himself. The creaking and moving of the bed carried on for 
a few moments before stopping. Slash's breath hitched as he waited, mentally preparing himself. The seconds 
dragged by, painfully slow. His cock throbbed and he struggled a little, trying to free his hands and touch 
himself. But there wasn't a chance, wasn't a hope in hell that Izzy was going to let him get off that easy. He 
had a lesson to learn and he was prepared to take this part of the punishment. Everything else that had 
happened during the day faded into black and white as his whole body became focussed on pleasure. 


Eventually, a sticky hand gripped his hips and the head of Izzy's cock pushed up against his ass. Slash coughed 


and tried to groan, the muzzle now heavy and wet, rough and dusty against his tongue. 
"Ready Spot?" Izzy teased, fingers spidering across Slash's stomach and to his cock. 


Groaning, Slash twitched into Izzy's touch and gave a nod, head slamming against the wall. Izzy pushed forward 
and Slash found his body stiffening, eyes snapping open as his back arched, body on fire. But Izzy gave him no 
reprieve, pushing all the way in, his cock brushing against something that made Slash sing. 


"Like that, huh?" laughed Izzy, nails digging deep into Slash's hips. 


Slash couldn't respond, his voice lost as Izzy continued assaulting his body. The relaxed rhythm had gone, 
replaced by a burning fire of pleasure. It bolted from his crotch and through his body in the same way that 
the earlier pain had. He howled and squirmed, stretching against the odd position he was in. Throwing his head 
back, he stared at Izzy. The smaller man was panting, mouth open in an "O" of pleasure as he thrust in and out 


of Slash. His dark, hooded eyes connected with Slash's and he grinned, lips glossy with spit. 


His body weak with delight, Slash let his head slump back against the wall. Izzy carried on thrusting and rocking 
him, moans and groans flowing freely from his mouth. Slash's cock throbbed and burned, desperate for release. 
Was Izzy going to let him get off? Feebly, Slash lifted his head again and looked at Izzy with pleading eyes. Izzy 


grinned and nipped at Slash's shoulder before sliding a hand over Slash's stomach and to his cock. 


Slash convulsed, his whole body waking again as the the long, calloused fingers swept over his cock. Again and 
again, he tried to cry out as Izzy perfectly timed his strokes and sweeps against Slash's prostate. The fire in 
Slash's crotch grew, tightening as fireworks went off behind his eyes. He was close, so close and he wanted it 


now. He moved as best he could, pushing back against Izzy before thrusting into his hand. 


Somewhere in the distance, he could hear Izzy's voice rising into howls of pleasure. It was like nothing Slash had 
ever heard, had never known that this strange kinky side had been lying dormant within his boyfriend for so 
long. The cries and screams fuelled his own pleasure, his voice gagging around the muzzle as his cock strained 


beneath Izzy's fingers. Nearly there. 


Throwing back his head, Slash let out a groan that shook the house to its foundations. The blood thundered 
through him as he shot strings of come against the grimy wall. Rocking his hips, he drained every last drop of 
pleasure from the moment, letting out another moan as Izzy came deep inside of him, his voice joining Slash's 
as his cock brushed against the curly-haired man's prostate. 

Panting, they rocked for a moment longer, their slick bodies riding against the others. Then Slash felt his arms 
being released and crumpled to the bed, limp and exhausted. The rag of cloth was removed from between his 
lips and a bottle of booze offered in its place. Hungrily, Slash drank, washing away the filthy, dry taste of the 
gag. Izzy dropped to the bed beside him, shaking, his dark hair streaking his eyes. With trembling fingers, Slash 
brushed it away and stared into the twinkling eyes beyond it. 

Izzy smiled, his whole demeanour changed. "Have you learnt your lesson?" 

Shyly Slash nodded as he flushed with embarrassment at the earlier memories. "Yeah." 

Nodding, Izzy reached out and dragged a blanket over them. 

"Good. You know that guitar was stolen, right?" 

"Wha - ?" Slash's eyes snapped up to Izzy's, face filled with disbelief. 


Izzy grimed the shit-eating grin he seemed to favour. 


"Oh yeah," he laughed. "I lifted it after | hocked the other one for drugs." He shrugged. "Couldn't live without a 


guitar, could |?" 
Shocked by Izzy's confession, Slash wriggled to the edge of the bed Dangling his hand over the edge, he felt 
around until his fingers closed around a smooth, slender piece of cane. Izzy's face fell and his eyes widened as 


he saw what Slash held. A sly smile slid across his face as he touched the tip of the switch to Izzy's face. 


"I think I'm going to have to teach you little lesson, Mr Stradlin," he mischievously said. 


